Of the trim vines, some maid that half believes
The vestal fires, of which her lover grieves,
With that sly satyr peeping through the leaves.

COLERIDGE

When I die, I must depart not only from sensual
delights, but from the more manly pleasures of my
studies, knowledge, and converse with many wise and
godly men, and from all my pleasure in reading, hearing,
public and private exercises of religion, &c. I must leave
my library, and turn over those pleasant books no more :
I must no more come among the living, nor see the faces
of my faithful friends, nor be seen of man: houses and
cities, and fields and countries, gardens and walks, will
be nothing, as to me. I shall no more hear of the affairs of
the world, of man, or wars, or other news, nor see what
becomes of that beloved interest of wisdom, piety, and
peace, which I desire may prosper.
RICHARD BAXTER (from Dying Thoughts)